The Life and Death 

As though on thinking 011,00 thought I thinke, 

Makes me with heavy nothing iaintand Airinke* 

Bnlh. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious lady ) 

nothing Ieffe : conceit is ftill deriu'd j ! 

From Tome fore father greele, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe. 

Or fomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reverfion that I doe noffefle, 

But what<it ig,tbat is' not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name, ’tis nameleffe woe 1 wot. Enter Green * 
Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 

1 hope the King is hot yet fhipt for Ireland- ( men; 

fhg. Why hop’ ft thou fo? ’Tis better hope he is: 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope; 

Then wherefore ddft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree . That he otir hope, might have retyr’d his power. 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Whoftrongly hath let footing in this Lana, 

The baniflid Biil-linghook<e repeales hitnlelfe, 

And it h ^up-lifted Armes is fafe arrnfd " ... . : i 1 

AtTl k'pfenfpttr'g. ' v ' 

fin* Now Ood in heaven forbid . 

<}r*e* O Middam ’tis too true: and that is worfe : , 

The L. Northumberland, his young ibhhe,#*^ sjWv, 

The Lords of'Rbfte.S^wa^and Willevghhyip''' *j 
W ith all theirpO$veriu'll friends are fled to himT : 1 * f - 
Bujh. Why haveyou not proclaim'd Northumberland; 
And the reft of the revolted faSion Traytors ? ; 

Gree.<W 6 have : whereupon the Earle of WOrcefter 
Hath br'okehis ftaffe, refign’d his SteVvardfhip, (iroei 
And alk the houfhotd (eruan’ts fled wi th him to Bullen • 
On. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe. 

And Bullingbrooke my forrowes difmall heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy; 1 

And I a gafping new delivered mother; 1 ’ V 1 -• 

Haue woe to woe Torrow to forrow ipyn'd. ' iA'- 
Bnjh . Delpaire hot Madam. y - ‘ o.a;- : • 

Oh. Who fliall hinder me ? 

I will 


of Richard the fecond; 

I will defpaire,and beat emnity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, • 

Who gently would dtfl'olve the bands of tofe* xnx kis J 
• Which falfe hopes linger in extremity- ■ d *'/ " ' 1 
• Enter Tarke. : - r 

Gree. HcrecorrteS the Duke of Yorke. 
flu. With fignes ofwarre about his aged necke. 

Oil full of carcfull bufiMffe are his lookes : 

Vncle,for heavens fake IpeakecOffifOftable' words. 

Comfort's in Heaven , add we - are on the earth, ! 

Wherenothing lives blit cr 0 fl^ 5 ,care,and griefe : 

Your husband he is goneito lave farre off, 

Whilft others COraWto ihake hisIfeofo-At home 1 
Here am TMtTburicferprdp hifLknd; •;>; : . io?.i : 

Who w'eft&dwith «gei<abffot foppoit my felfe 5 
Now comeshis fickc honre that Hi§ forfeit made, 

Now lhall he try his friends that flattered him; 

•di ; ; Enter a Servant* ' - ' 

•SV.My Lord, your fonlle was gone'beforel came. 1 
Tor. He was: why fo, goe all which >way it will : 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare revolt on Hereferdr fide. niVoi.I 

Surra, get thee to Plafhy to my lifter Glofier, 'f«n . 

Bid her fend meprefently a thobfand pound, >f»T .% 'f 
Holdjtakemy Ring." morns-**. 'd'il.^vR 

SerMy Lord,! had forgot 

To tell yourLordfliip,to .da'y; r «meby; and : call'd thetfe. 
But! fliall grieve you tQ report the reft-. • dt 

Tor. What is’t knave 

i er - An (li /' 

^ .Heaven forhisrifcrcyrdvhat a f ii<fe of Woes 
Come rufhing on this wofufl Iiart’d if cn'cfe ’ ' - 1 v di' 

I know not what to doe : r\voti Id ; to -heaven 

(So my yntruth hath not’provoRM him to it ) ' 3 :., 

he King hadcutbff my bek'd^vjfh my brother^, 3 •’/ 
What; are there poftes difpatcht - for Ireland ? ' 

How fliall we doe lor moneyfot taefe vvarfes ? - • 

Come 


